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ENSLAVED 

With his millions 
Came gold handcuffs 
Wrought by millions 
While he slept; 
And when he awakened 
He felt them bind. 

And the crowd 

Envied 

His golden bracelets. 

THE PEASANTS 

They may in their hearts 

Ask "Why?" 

But their faces are 

Stolid and silent: 

Buffaloes 

Facing with lowered heads 

The blizzards 

Of the* plains. 

THE BEACH 

The chill clung to the water ; 
A bevy of boys, 
In naked beauty — 
Venturesome, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Shivering, 

Shy with wonderment — 
Huddled into themselves, 
Like street sparrows 
On snowy mornings. 

REACHES OF THE DESERT 

The way is empty 

As far as the eye can see ! 

But the wish of my heart 

Lights a moonpath 

Across the reaches of the desert 

To your adobe doorway ; 

And my heart feels 

The shelter 

Of your yearning. 

THE ASCENT 

With following the paths that ascend 

1 have lost the sense of my dwarfish stature ; 

Lost the sense of the city's bigness 

As it dwindles to mosaics; 

Lost the sense of the teeming streets 

As they dwindle into threads; 

Lost the sense of the cultivated foothills, 

As they dwindle into a faded quilt — 

With following the paths that ascend! 
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